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Ch | 


| made up my mind that | wanted him that very night. My whole life changed during the first verse of 
Rattlehead. My fingers fumbled for just the smallest moment, and | barely saved myself, as | realized | was 
looking at him with different eyes. He was just a friend, as close as a brother, when we stepped on stage, when 
| watched him rile up the crowd, when he turned to me, fingers clawing off the strings, as if to play just for 
me. | don't know what fateful detail made that critical change, but from that moment on, he could no longer be 


a brother. 


| wanted him as a lover. 


When he turned his head, giving it a good shake to free those thick, red curls from his eyes, | remember 
shivering, even through all the sweat on my body and the fiercely hot stage lights. His lips, for the first time 
the first detail | focused on, curled into a smirk that made me feel that he knew exactly what was happening 
to me. It may have only lasted a second, but | gazed back at him in a way that would reveal to anyone my lust 
for him, so fresh and new, and strong. If he saw it, then he must have been expecting it, because his 


expression didn't change. 


| was forced to wait out this agony for five more songs. No concert, before or after, would last that long for 


me. When he turned to me, I'd look away, start head banging extra hard or pretend to be focused on the fret 
board, rather than risk revealing my longing. If | slipped up and let those rich, dark eyes pierce into mine again 
while on stage, I'd throw the entire show, my fingers would just.stop. So he hung around Chris instead, seeing 
that | wasn't giving him the attention he was used to. That he deserved. 


When it was finally over, Dave led us all up to the front of the stage, and he seized my hand. I'm sure that it 
wilted in his firm, unflinching grip even as he raised mine and Gar's hands up at the same time for a dramatic 
show of gratitude to the audience. | was laughing and grinning like an idiot, my only means of hiding emotions 

that strong, while Dave breathed a few words of thanks into the mic, himself breathless but still buzzing with 


excitement from the show. 


There began a chant in the audience, starting with just one guy in the front, but it soon swelled into a 
creature of sound and energy: "Kirk Hammet sucks!" Over and over, louder and louder, and when Dave turned 
to give me a self-satisfied smile, | flushed, hardly able to withstand the immense pressure of sharing this 


victory with him. The night before | would have simply laughed my head off and slapped him on the back. 


| had to avoid him during the after party. | just couldn't handle this rush of feelings, and | made everyone think 
| was sick, hiding in the guest bedroom of Gar's friend's house, ignoring the knocks and the music and the 
drunken jubilation outside. The whole time, pretty much, | had my head in my hands, rocking back and forth on 
the bed, grabbing at my hair, freaking out. This wasn't just some weird, random homo moment. Not that | 
really had a problem with that kind of thing. | had a guy crush once or twice back home, and | wasn't ashamed 
of it. | just.liked girls more. I'd be lying if | said | never noticed Dave's looks before, in passing. An occasional 


appreciation of his body, how his tank top looked on his chest, how that bullet belt fit around his hips. 


But this was like an oncoming train of fucking desperate lust. | didn't just have a crush on my best, and 
honestly, only friend. | was in love with him. Hopelessly and irrevocably. | was imagining him sitting with me, 
right there on the bed, with everyone right outside the door, with his hip pressed against mine, his fingers in 
my hair, lips brushing.. 


My body wretched as if | were violently sick when Dave started touching me in my fantasy. | could feel his 
lips on mine, | felt the fingers pushing back my hair as if it were really happening, and | was getting hard as a 
rock, even as | flinched, as if to get away. Memories flashed through my head to further torment me, of 
times he'd touched me or looked at me or said things to me that meant nothing at the time, but would make 
me faint if he did them right now. Hugging up on me whenever we went out drinking. Slapping my ass as we 
unloaded equipment. Overreacting and flying to my defense whenever someone threatens me. Or how about 
that time we were driving like fucking eight hours, from San Fran back to LA, it was the middle of the night, 
me and him were sitting in the back seat, with a blanket over our laps. | was playing my Game Boy, he was 
ogling a Play Boy. Then he put it down and leaned on me, watching me play my stupid game. Before | knew it | 
was falling asleep too, and when | woke up a few hours later, we were stretched out on the seat, with his head 


on my chest, arm around my waist. 


Gar woke us up, and it wasn't a big deal at all, and really, it wasn't. We've been friends forever. It was a hard 


day, it's no big deal to wake up with your buddy's arm and drool and hair all over you. What's a crotch grab 


between friends? 


0 God, then | remembered how we used the same fucking toothbrush because he forgot his! I'd be here all 


day listing every little thing that made me twist and churn just to think about it. 


Someone pounded the door, even as | screamed for some privacy, and he tried to open the locked door. "Junior 
what the fuck you doing in there?" he yelled, and | felt like throwing up. It was Dave's harsh, snarling, rough 
voice that scratched at my ears and gripped my dick like a vise. | felt like | could come right there if he so 
much as sang one fucking line, so | threw a beer bottle against the door and screeched for him to fuck off. | 
told him | was sick. | felt horrible for yelling at him like that, for being so rude and hostile, but he just 
wouldn't take the hint and leave! Someone had to drag him back into the fray of the party. 


As if | were afraid of him, | stayed in that room for nearly an hour after he left. | wanted to jack off so 

badly, but not in a stranger's bedroom! So instead | busied myself trying to figure out what | should do. For a 
while | was convinced that | shouldn't do anything. | knew Dave wasn't gay! He had girls around all the time, one 
or two seemed kinda serious, if a rock star could possibly have a serious relationship. He'd never given me any 


indication that he liked me like that, either. | think I'd be able to tell if he had the hots for me. I've seen guys 


look at me with desire, and | have not seen such a look in Dave's eyes. 


I'd be risking so much if | told him. Our friendship, our work, everything. Just thinking of how uncomfortable 
things would be was enough to make me never want to leave that room again | knew he'd tell everyone else, 
or even just the look in my eyes would reveal this horrible secret. I'd be tolerated as a leper, distanced by 
everyone. The guys would feel weird about changing in front of me, every touch would be suspected.o God it 


would be a disaster. | was imagining myself running back home in utter disgrace. 


But | knew | had to tell him. Something inside me was trying to claw its way out. | kept asking myself how | 

could call him a friend, and keep something like this from him? | trusted him, right? | told him everything else, 
didn't |? What could be more important than this? But it was more than that. Even if | barely knew him Id still 
feel this desperate need for him now, for him to see my need for him, so naked and painful. | wanted to throw 


myself at his mercy, open myself all the way, as | never would for anyone else. 
Just telling him that | loved him would be the most intimate thing we've ever shared. 


Hoping to God that he wasn't piss drunk already, | ventured out my safe haven in search of him. | got a bunch 
of gropes and back slaps and invitations to join random drinking games the second | showed my face, but | was 
like a man on a mission, only caring about him. It was his laughing that | heard first, and then the flame red 
top of his head that came into view as | pushed past strangers. He was trying to teach someone the solo to 
Mechanix, and even as stressed as | was, | couldn't help but laugh along with everyone else. The poor girl, she 
was trying so hard, but she could hardly even bear the weight of the guitar strapped around her pencil thin 


neck. 


As soon as Dave spotted me, his face lit up and he loudly called me over. | felt like my newly found desire for 


him was emblazoned on my face like fucking neon lights, so | approached him with my head lowered, hair 


covering my face, and he pulled me against his chest as soon as | got near. My breath was pushed out like a 
bellows, and my hand instinctively went to his chest, where | felt the warmth of his body, and a slight 
dampness against my palm. Despite how weird it must have appeared, | had to turn my body to the side to 
hide my erection behind his leg. Jesus, it brushed against him and | felt like fainting. | still can't believe that he 
didn't feel it. 


"Can | talk to you alone, dude?" | whispered to him, and, with his usual tact, he asked aloud what | wanted. A 
few people laughed, and | could only imagine what they were thinking. "Please?" | urged, tugging his sleeve a bit. 
He didn't seem too drunk, otherwise, | would have waited. | would have stayed awake all fucking night, waiting 


for him to wake up, if that's what it took. 


He didn't seem to mind this too much. He took the lead, although | didn't say where we should go. He took us 
outside, but there were a few people around smoking. Fearing that he'd blow up in my face in front of these 
people | didn't even know, | pleaded that we go somewhere else, somewhere private. He just looked at me weird, 
and we finally settled on the back yard, far from the house. If he'd wanted to scream or cause a scene, I'd be 
exposed, but | figured that this was as safe as | was going to get. If he really did take if that terribly, then 


nothing could save me. 


Leaning on a tree by the fence, he pulled out his cigarettes and offered me one. "What's up, Junior?" he asked, 


lighting my cigarette for me, his voice serious. 


Now that | was there, now that | had him alone, | froze. | felt like | couldn't even breathe; | was terrified. 

Suddenly my brilliant idea to confide such an important secret to my best friend ever fell flat when | saw the 
seriousness, the hardness in his face. Sure, Dave joked around a lot, but he wasn't the kind of guy to take any 
bullshit. Even if all he did was laugh in my face, that still would have scarred me for life. | wished | could have 


died on the spot, | felt so stupid. 


"Hey," he said, holding my shoulder. He should have been furious at me for wasting his time, but he wasn't. He 


gave me a look of such honest concern, even worry, that it was too much for me. 


"Dude, | like you more than a friend!" | spilled out, and then felt myself gasp, as if wishing | could suck the 
word right back in. Solemnly | moved away from him and crossed my arms, sucking at my cigarette savagely. | 


couldn't look at him. 


| waited an eternity for a response. While | stared ahead, not even breathing, | heard him take a drag and 
exhale slowly. | could hear the fucking crickets singing and the drunken shenanigans going on inside the house, 
but no words from him. | was almost wishing that he'd blow up on me, or hit me or whatever, anything! | knew 
I'd just told him the last thing a guy wants to hear from another guy, but it still infuriated me that he was 
torturing me like that. 


Finally | turned to face him, and he was grinning. Fucking grinning! With smoke flowing from his stretched lips, 
his eyes dancing under the pale lights, he said, in that low, husky growl of his, "I know." 


That stunned me into silence for a moment, and | felt my face burn "What?" | sputtered stupidly. 


‘Ive been waiting for you to get the balls to finally fucking tell me," he sneered, and he started walking 
towards me slowly. He exuded such a strong.energy, his eyes were so afire that | backed up, all the way into 


the wall behind me, and he stood barely inches from me. Towering, snarling. 
My eyes stinging, | whimpered, "I'm sorry, Dave.t'll never bring it up again, please, |." 


"Shut up, Junior" he snapped, and | did, instantly. He listened to me pant a bit more and then hissed, "You think 
you like me, huh?" Just as | feared, that made me feel like a little kid Stupid and in way over my head. | 
nodded weakly, hating myself for this. | made a vow to myself that I'd never, ever confess anything like this to 
a guy ever again. Already | was figuring out what I'd need to start packing tonight for my trip back home. 


Squeezing my eyes shut, | felt those damn tears dribble down my face as | squeaked "I'm sorry," over and 


over, even after he told me to shut up again. He had to slap me to get me to stop. 


"What do ya want to do to me?" he sneered, slapping one hand on the wall by my head. He grinned when | 


flinched. "Come on, tell me. You wanna kiss me?" 


My face burned with a savage blush, but it was pointless to keep anything back. Might as well tell him, the 


worst was already over. | nodded without looking at him. 
| heard the amusement in his laugh. "You wanna suck my dick, Junior?" 


| gasped, tensing up. | acted like that was the first time I'd ever heard someone talk like that, like | was some 
kind of prude, and he repeated it, savagely this time. He seriously wanted to know, but | was too scared to tell 
him. Too ashamed. | just stood there, shaking, while his breath washed over my face and his throat rumbled 


with a low growl. 


So he grabbed me by the hair and shook me. "Do you want to suck my dick?" he asked again, his voice slow 


and cruel. 


As if being caught doing something wrong, | squeaked "Yes," and waited for him to beat me up. The way he was 
looking at me, the way he forced my head back by the hair, shoved against the wall, | knew | was in big 
trouble. I'd seen this guy knock out guys bigger even than him, | was absolutely no match. "I'm sorry.” 


"Stop fucking apologizing!" he snarled, and he dragged me, still holding my bangs, into the shadows by the trees. 
Shoving me to the ground, he stood over me, hands on hips. "Don't you ever fucking apologize for what you 
feel. You got it?" Before | could answer, he reached down and pulled me up, but didn't let me stand. "You said 
you wanted to suck my dick, right?" 


| felt my face drain of blood. He was holding my head right at his crotch, and | felt him through his tight 


jeans. | started hyperventilating when | felt his cock, hard and huge, pressing out from the denim and against 


my cheek. "D..Dave.." | whispered, my body going tight and tense. | suddenly feared that he was going to rape 


me. 


"Well?" he shouted, tugging my head back, and | was forced to say yes. As scared as | was of him, and shocked 
at what he was doing to me, | still wanted it, more than ever. | feared that he'd assault me, force himself on 
me, but | longed for it, the fiercer the better. | was completely at his mercy right then My very life depended 


on his whim. This made me practically drool with lust. 
"Then do it." 


| didn't have to be told twice. My fingers fumbled so badly over his zipper that he slapped them away and he 

undid his pants himself and forced himself in. He had such a strong, rich taste and smell, and it made me gag. 

When he thrust himself down my throat, | panicked, but he didn't stop. He was banging my head against a tree 
so hard the bark cut my scalp, and it was all | could do to not throw up. 


He was using me. He was forcing himself on me, ignoring my cries and my hands clawing at him, but | didn't 
want him to stop. Instead | wanted more, and | realized | had always wanted this. Not just since I'd met him, 
but always. When | was home, in a small town, surrounded by farmers and hunters, | wanted this. When | was 
on the bus on the way to California, with nothing but my bass guitar and my boring, farmer friend, scared to 
death but excited, | wanted this. Just like tonight, as | watched him dominate the stage, | have always wanted 


to feel his power overtaking me. | have always wanted to belong to a man like this. 


It didn't take long for him to come. Since | wasn't expecting it, | couldn't possibly get all of it. | wretched at the 
harsh taste, spitting it up as he pulled out. He pulled me up to my feet and forced a kiss on me, even with his 
own mess on my mouth, like he didn't care that he was sucking up his own come. | let his kiss take over me. 

I'd never felt something so aggressive, so savage. | didn't even try to keep up. When he let go, he smirked and 
slapped his hand to my crotch, laughing cruelly when | cried out. "Do a better job next time, and I'll return the 


favor," he said and he let me go. 


From the wet, sticky grass, | looked up at him, but | didn't dare stand up. He watched me writhe under his 
harsh gaze, waiting for the gift of his words. But after a while | realized I'd have to earn them. Certainly the 
pattern for our relationship. "So?" | burst, suddenly furious. Everything just happened so fast, but | had not 
idea what the Hell happened. 


He held his hand for me, and | took it, letting him stand me up. "So don't keep shit from me anymore, babe," he 
said, and started leading me back to the party. | couldn't believe it. He'd only just barely zipped up his pants, 
and | was furiously wiping his mess off my face and neck and hair and God knows where else, and he was 


acting like nothing happened! | seriously started thinking a violent outburst would have been better than this. 


"Hold onl" | snapped, and | yanked my hand from his. He regarded me with an insulting patience, just watching 
me squirm, like he had all night. | really did feel violated right then, and he seemed to know it. 


"Ya?" he asked, with a slight toss of the head. 


"So now what? What..what does that make us?" | demanded. 


The way he squinted his eyes, as if studying me, made me flinch. | forced myself not to back away when he 
stepped closer and grabbed me by the hip. "Not much different." 


Shivering in his hold, | hissed, "What..? But we.." 

"You were mine from the moment | first laid eyes on you, Junior," he said coldly, and for the first time that 
nickname struck me as what it was meant to be: a term of possession. The way his fingers dug into me, and 
the way his eyes claimed me as less than a person, and more of an object, made this clear. It left me 
breathless. 

"Why." | whispered. "Why didn't you say anything..all.all this time.." 

"Everyone tells me how they want me, how much they love me," he answered, wagging his head, mocking. "l 
thought I'd give you the chance to deserve me." He shot his hand down my pants and gave me a squeeze, 
laughing aloud at how | crumpled against him, how | clutched his shirt, rubbed my face against his chest. "You 
think you're up to it?" 

"Luhh.." | breathed. His hand was tight on my cock, and it hurt terribly. | didn't want him to let go, ever. 
"Well, Junior? Are you gonna be different from everyone else?" He squeezed tighter. 


"Yes!" | forced out. "Please, Dave, yes..God.." 


He let go of me, and gave me a look that almost killed me. It was so smug, so cruel, but it was everything | 


needed. 


It told me | was his, and always will be. 


